CHAPTER XI

AT about three o'clock this morning, under a
deluge in which all the clouds of yesterday
were emptying themselves, we had come to
a mooring amongst the reeds of the great
river, near the village of Kompong-Luong.
It is here that the river brings me nearest to a
certain temple dedicated to the manes of the
queen-mother of Cambodia, to which I intend,
in passing, to make a pilgrimage. It lies some
distance away in the dense bush,
Now, at daybreak, I am awakened by
formidable footsteps, which make the adjacent
bank tremble, and are accompanied by a music
of breaking branches. Through a porthole,
open near my head, I look to see what
ponderous visitors attend me* The just dawn-
ing day reveals to me a medley of reeds and
moistened bushes, which already seem too
vividly green for so dim a light, just as the
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